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TRUE BEAR SALES OF THE 


SOUTHERN OREGOW WOUNTAINS 


Extracted from Barbara Hegne’s booklet by the same name 


Bears of all kinds, including the giant 
grizzles, were plentiful when the 
white man came to settle the Rogue 


Valley. Today bears are scarce and 
a grizzly bear has not been sighted 
for many years. 


How Grizzly Peak Gat Its Name. 
Grizzly Peak is a 6000 foot mountain 
on the Cascade Range overlooking 


the Bear Creek Valley about 6 miles 
N. E. of the the city of Ashland 


The name Grizzly Peak con- 
jures up thoughts of giant grizzly 
bears making the mountain their 
own special territory. And the truth is 
very near that thought as the story of 
its name unfolds in a true and terrify- 
ing tale of man against beast. 

The year was 1855, right in the 
middle of the Indian War in the 
Rogue Valley. Two pioneer families, 
the Wells and Chapmans lived at 
the bottom of an un-named moun- 
tain peak and scratched out a good 
living farming. They also liked to 
hunt bear. Twenty-one year old, 
Henry Chapman, applied for a Do- 
nation Land Claim in 1854, and his 
brother, Daniel, settled the next sec- 
tion. 

In the fall of 1855, Henry Chap- 
man, and the neighboring Wells 
boys, decided to go on a bear hunt. 
Erastus Wells, age 25, Joe Wells, 
age 19, Giles “Frog" Wells, and 
friends, William Songer, age 29, and 
Frost and Coyote Johnson packed 
up for the bear hunt. 

The Indians had been on the war 
path since February of 1854, when 
three Indians had been hanged in 
nearby Jacksonville for killing two 
white business men. The recent 
trouble with the Indians had the 
hunting party well prepared for a 
fight should one be necessary. 

They camped the first night on 
Frog Creek and Erastus was put on 
guard. He saw a Signal fire in the 
distance, but no Indians. The next 
morning, after breakfast, Songer 
and the Johnsons, stayed at camp 
while Chapman, Erastus, and Joe 
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Wells, went out to look for bear. They 
went over to the foot of the mountain 
and discovered the tracks of five or 
six grizzles. Taking up the trail, they 
followed the bears through a thicket 
of buck-brush and firs. They heard 
the bears run out on the upper side. 

They tracked the animals around 
and up the east side of the mountain 
to the summit of Big Prairie where 
they separated and started west 
down Antelope Creek. Erastus stayed 
next to the Creek, Chapman went 
along the south side, and Joe stayed 
midway between them. 

“After some little time,” said 
Chapman, “not seeing the other 
boys, | began to feel uneasy. Directly 
| looked to my left and | saw some- 
thing in the thick fir brush, and on 
hearing a bear squall, | worked far- 
ther around the brush, when | saw 
two old Grizzlies and four cubs feed- 
ing on berries. 

“| was armed with a double- 
barreled, muzzle-loading shotgun. | 
had previously loaded it heavily with 
buckshot for Indians. | now put an 
ounce ball in each barrel and, aiming 
carefully off my knee, let go at one of 
the old bears. The bear fell and the 
other bears ran off in the brush. But 
there were others. 

“By glancing around to my right, 
| saw another one running down 
through the prairie and shot at this 
one as he went by. He fell down and 
rolled over and then got up again and 
made off in his original course across 
the opening. Turning my gun down to 
reload | heard the first one | had shot, 
which | supposed dead, coming my 
way. The bear made directly for me 
and when | started running, my com- 
panions thought | was in pursuit of 
something. 

“Glancing over my shoulder | saw 
the bear about ten feet from me and 
| yelled to them that the bear was 
coming. Just then the bear roared 
which so terrified the boys that they 
dropped their guns and ran. Erastus 
made for some neighboring brush 
and Joe climbed up an old stump 
about ten feet high. Now the bear 
was all but on me. | had powder and 


shot in my coat pocket and in running 
the coat flew back and as the bear 
came within reach of me, the first 
swing he made at me caught the coat 
pocket and tore off the flap. This gave 
me a little start on the bear and | 
reached one of the trees, the bear 
close behind. 

“| did some active dodging as | 
ran around the tree. The bear raked at 
me from one side then on the other 
with her paws, and it was plain | could 
not last long there. | then yelled to the 
boys for help and made a dash for an- 
other tree, but had to keep an eye on 
the bear all the time to avoid a blow. | 
had not gone far when **he struck me 
on the head splitting my scalp to the 
bone from the top of my head to my 
eyebrows. | was knocked down and 
the ferocious beast was on top of me. 

“He first caught me by the right 
thigh, mashing the flesh from the 
bone. | made a desperate effort to get 
up when he seized me by the shoulder 
mashing it, then snapped at my throat 
cutting the leaders all off, and for a 
miracle, just missing the jugular vein. 
| continued in a blind way trying to do 
something. | then stuck my hand into 
her mouth and down the bears throat. 
She bit me through the hand and then 
caught me and bit into the hollow of 
my shoulder which made me faint and 
| could not see. 

“| suppose the bear thought me 
dead, for she now gave her attention 
to Erastus and Joe, each having a 
navy six-shooter tied over his shoul- 
der with a buck skin string. In the ex- 
citement they pulled their string knots 
so tight they could not get them un- 
tied. Joe finally cut his string and got 
his gun loose and fired at the bear. He 
yelled at Erastus that the bear was 
coming and the latter made it up a 
limb on a big log. The bear scraped 
his foot as he went up. 

The bear now appeared to be 
master of the field, | was darned near 
a goner. Joe and Erastus were in a 
mighty tight place, but good luck was 
to tum the tide for us. Joe then got out 
of the tight place and got a shot in and 
broke the bear’s back and another 
shot broke the bear's neck. Then 


** In Chapman’s account he refers to the bear as he, she, and her. 


Erastus turned loose with his six- 
shooter and emptied the balance in 
its body. 

“By this time | had come to my 
senses and tried to get up, but could 
not do so. | sat up and put my hand 
to my throat. | thought my jugular 
vein was cut, and supposed of 
course, | could not last long. Joe 
came to me and asked how bad | 
was hurt and | told him my jugular 
vein was cut. 

“Then Erastus came up and im- 
mediately turned to go away. | called 
out not to leave me as | could not 
live long. They then took off their silk 
handkerchiefs and bound them 
around my neck. Erastus then asked 
how many bears there were and | 
said 15 or 16. 

“Them bears will be upon us 
soon,” he said “and he grabbed me 
up, threw me over his shoulder and 
started to run, calling to Joe to bring 
the guns. After a time Joe said | was 
dead, and Erastus laid me down, 
face to the ground. | had fainted 
‘again, but with the shock of the 
.ground, | recovered and told them | 
'was not dead. Where upon Erastus 
jpicked me up again and threw me up 
con his shoulder, but this time | could 
mot stand and insisted on being left 
iin the brush as | could not live any- 
way. They decided they would take 
me and after further delay, so much 
tiime had elapsed then | concluded 
my jugular vein was not cut and 
tihere was a chance for me. 

“Well, they finally raised me to 
my feet, and supporting me on each 
siide, we got to the foot of the hill 
where we found the other boys of our 
piarty who helped us to camp. The 
deesire of this party had been fully 
satisfied and they hastened to get 
mnie home. | was carried to “Daddy” 
Wells. The old man sewed up the 
woounds and the only available doc- 
tor at Jacksonville was sent for to 
drress my wounds. 

“He came the next day, cut open 
amd probed, and sewed up my 
wounds. | laid helpless for about six 
weeks in bed, being fed on soup with 
a sspoon. It was a year before | was 
well again.” 

Later, Henry Chapman’s sister, 
Victoria, wrote in her diary how 
“Deaddy” Wells had sewed Henry’s 
ble:eding and loose flesh with twine 
with a sack needle. She said when 
the: doctor arrived, he tore all the 
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stitches out to clean the wounds then 
sewed them up again. Henry was sent to 
San Francisco to a surgeon who did the 
job all over again. 

Henry traveled over the countryside 

with his sister while he recovered. She 
was a traveling newspaper correspondent 
for St. Louis Newspapers and she sup- 
ported them both. in 1880, they came 
back to Henry's donation land claim near 
Ashland where they ranched and raised 
percheron horses. Henry lived near Griz- 
zly Peak the rest of his life. He never 
married and he died in 1903. 
Sources: Marriage, cemetery records. 
Ashland Tidings. M. DeMille (date un- 
known), Gaston Joseph, The Centennial 
History of Oregon. MS 245 SOHS. The 
Lockley Files, “Conversations with Pio- 
neer Women, 1981 


B. H. Baird: Fearless to The End 


In October, 1864, B. H. Baird 
(Beard). James McDonough, B. Minch 
and J. S. W. Smith went out on a deer 
hunt. They stayed the night with Mr. 
Michael on Grave Creek, about three 
miles below the Grave Creek House. On 
the morning of October 27, 54-year old, 
Benjamin Baird, put a rope around his fa- 
vorite dog, Rover, loaded up his gun and 
started out to hunt by himself. He had 
walked about a mile and a half when he 
heard Rover barking and found the dog 
had “bayed” three grizzly bears under a 
large fir tree. Baird got within fifteen yards 
of them, aimed, and shot the largest bear 
wounding it. 

The angry bear started for Baird 
as Baird took off on a run. Baird got about 
two hundred yards when the bear caught 
him. The bear swung his giant paw and 
knocked Baird's gun twenty feet. Baird 
got loose and ran to climb a tree. Just as 
he caught a limb, the bear ran underneath 
him and hit his feet. Then the bear’s at- 
tention focused on Rover. 

Baird got down from the tree and 
recovered his gun. He shot the bear a 
second time. All this did was make the 
bear more angry. The bear came at him 
more furiously than before and knocked 
the gun out of Baird's hands again. Baird 
jumped behind a bush to keep out of the 
bears reach and drew his butcher knife. 
Baird stabbed the big bear in the body. 
The bear struck him several severe blows 
knocking his knife out of his hand. Baird 
kept presence of mind enough to draw his 
other knife, but the bear seized his hand 
and Baird dropped the knife. The bear got 
Baird down and began biting and scratch- 


ing him. He bit him in the face tearing 
out his right eye and all the right side 
of his face. The bear bit several large 
holes in his side and all over his body 
down to his boots. Baird could feel the 
air coming out his side when he 
breathed. He thought he was a goner. 
The barking dog drew the bear’s atten- 
tion and the bear turned to kill the dog. 
The bear and the dog rolled down the 
hill fighting, growling and bleeding. 
Baird, barely able to move, knew he 
must if he were to survive. 

He managed to gather his 
gun, two knives and rope and started 
for a friend’s cabin nearly two miles 
away. Bleeding and barely alive, he 
presented a sorrowful sight when he 
arrived at 10 A.M. Baird knew he 
wasn't long for the world and he talked 
about his wife and 16 children. 

He wanted to see them before 
he died. Mrs. Baird had a distance of 
18 miles over a rough, hilly road. She 
arrived five minutes too late to see 
Baird alive. He was brought home and 
buried near his farm four miles north of 
the Rogue River. (MS 245 SOHS), 


Visitor Comments 
“Marvelous display, Many things we 
used in Death Valley in the 1920's” 
Jane Main, Modesto 

“It's amazing to see so much 
history compiled here and it was by 
chance that we passed through Eagle 
Point, some major cities should take a 
lesson from this museum.” Cliff. 

“The personal touch to history 
is fabulous. Thank You so much !” E. 
A. Melia 

Correspondence: 

“Here’s our membership renewal for 
1998. We enjoy your newsletter very 
much. We read it, beginning to end, 
and | keep them in a file for future 
reference.” Marguerite Black 

“,..we enjoy the newsletter so 
much and also know you are doing a 
great job at the E.P. Museum.” Robert 
& Nellie Sanderson. 

“We wish to give two big ‘thank 
you’s for extraordinary assistance 
toward our opening of the museum. 
Barbara Hegne and the Eagle Point 
Historical Society were especially 
helpful with encouragement, advice 
and some useful donations.” (Upper 
Rogue Historical Society newsletter). 

“Keep up the great work on the 
newsletter—we really enjoy it. LTM 
incorporated. 
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Wier Fico or 


1890 


In December 1861, the 
local rivers flooded causing 
severe destruction to the 
entire countryside. People lost 
their homes, animals, 
orchards, crops and good soil. 
All bridges, ferries and 
sawmills were swept away. 
During this flood the upper 
Rogue area was sparsely 
populated and little mention of 
the damage past Eagle Point 
was reported. This deluge of 
1861/62 repeated itself 28 
years later with Jacksonville, 
Little Butte Creek and the 
upper Rogue areas. the 
hardest hit. 

In the winter of 
1889/90, the snow began to 
fall thick in the mountains and 
it continued to fall for days 
covering every bush, rock and 
tree in sight. The settlers 
along the upper Rogue dug 
out, only to be buried again, 
day after day. Barns, houses 
and bridges collapsed under 
the weight of the falling snow. 
The farmers had to round up 
their frozen animals and hand 
feed them. The log school 
house in lower Trail was 
nearly flattened by the weight 
of the snow. Thomas Jeff 
Johnson, Oliver Weaver, and 
J. Hannah lost the roofs of 
their barns. And when Arthur 
Poole’s shed on Little Butte 
collapsed, his horses were 
pinned inside. Butte Creek 
and Elk Creek were raging. 
The roof of the bridge across 
Butte Creek gave way and 
because of the immense 
amount of water and snow, 
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mail was not delivered at Elk 
Creek. The entire valley was 
suffering and travel was at a 
standstill. Then came the rains 
carried on a warm Chinook wind, 
both bound together and fanning 
the melting snow into a wild 
rampant river. Torrents of water 
came bellowing down the gorges 
ripping its edges, loosening 
rocks, sucking dirt and churning 
earth into a whirlpool of boiling- 
bubbling brown water, In_ its 
unbridled anger, the 
unconquered Rogue swept away 
land, farms, orchards,logs and 
everything in its way. The river's 
fury of 1890 changed the lay of 
the land and the course of the 
river forever. 

In January 1890, the 
Democratic Times predicted a 
flood of considerable dimensions 
in the spring because of the 
immense amount of snow 
accumulated in the mountains. 
But no one could forsee the 
amount of destruction to come. 

The Ashland Tidings 
reported: “The snow of the 
present winter has reached a 
depth in this valley, unknown for 
many years, if it has ever 
averaged so great a depth since 
the settlement of the country. The 


buildings, generally are not 
constructed with a view to 
sustaining such an immense 


weight as this snow made on the 
roofs, and the consequence is 
that numerous buildings are 
reported damaged—more in 
Jacksonville and into the Butte 
Creek country than elsewhere. 

“At Medford, the MAIL of 
last week says: Many shed roofs 
gave way beneath the enormous 
pressure, among them being a 
shed of C. W. Skeel’s lumber 
yard, a wood shed at the Grand 
Central. 


“Up at the Cove ranch of 
Thompson & Butler, a new hay 
barn, built of very heavy timbers, 
was crushed beneath the three 
feet or more of snow on its roof, 
but no cattle were caught under 
it. 

“In the fall of one of his 
sheds, reported last week, John 
Williams, of Little Butte, had four 
head of cattle and 24 head of 
hogs killed and a good hack 
smashed out of usefulness. 

“Of the damages. at 
Jacksonville, the TIMES had the 
following last Thursday: ‘Squire 
Berry's barn collapsed yesterday 
and killed a fine cow. Wm. 
Bybee’s sheep shed fell down a 
few days since and killed 29 
sheep. The roof of Reames & 
Whites brick store caved in this 
morning, which causes the 
building to leak badly. The 
distillery building in this place 
broke down last Sunday night. 
The weight of the snow on the 
roof being too much for it. The 
whiskey was removed to the new 
warehouse. Orth’s big barn in 
this place fell yesterday under its 
weight of snow. Hugh Elliott's 
barn shared the same fate last 
Sunday. Mr. Orth’s woodshed 
also collapsed last night. 

“The west brick wall of N. 
Fishers store fell this morning, 
exposing a considerable portion 
of the roof of the building. 
Newman was obliged to move 
his stock of goods to Chavner’s 
building on the corner of 
California and Oregon streets. 
The large skating rink building, 
50 X 80 feet, in Ashland Grove, 
used lately as the barracks of the 
militia company, collapsed 
yesterday morning from the 
weight of the snow on the roof 
and is a complete wreck. 


January 31,1890 “Jackson 
Creek, since the heavy rains 
yesterday and today, has got 
on a regular “tear,” and is 
tearing away its banks and 
carrying down its swift current, 
logs, sluices and oceans of 
stone and gravel, and in fact, 
everything before it. The 
volume is now so large that 
the main bridge near the 
marble works had to be torn 
out to give it free passage to 
prevent it from cutting through 
above and flooding the lower 
part of town. If it continues to 
rise, as it has in the past 24 
hours, for that length of time, it 
will do a large amount of 
damage. the current is so swift 
and changes so rapidly you 
can never tell where it will 
strike.” 

February 1890 “It started to 
rain incessantly on a Friday 
and continued until Tuesday 
morning making it the greatest 
rain storm on record. The 
Democratic Times called the 
ensuing flood “A _ Great 
Disaster’, that came without 
warning. “Every stream was a 
swollen, whirling, rushing 
waters that came down 
pitilessly from the mountain 
gorges....”"the roaring torrent 
seemed to have fixed upon a 
channel for its course, a 
choking mass of stones and 
boulders, trees, stumps, roots, 
wasie and sand would impede 
its further flow and the torrent 
veering to the right or left 
through orchards, barnyards, 
fields, groves and dooryards 
would speedily slice out a new 
way to the river only to repeat 
the damaging operation when 
once more a mass of debris 
filling up the stream forced the 
waters from their bed.” 


“The “Flood of 1890” will 
be the high water mark for 
comparison now, till a higher 
one comes. All the bridges 
across Bear Creek below 
Ashland were carried away at 
Talent, Medford and Central 
Point. John P. Walker says 
Bear Creek was higher at his 
place this week than he ever 
saw it before, and he was here 
in ‘61’, too. 

“ A number of men were 
on the west apron of the wagon 
road bridge at Medford 
yesterday morning when the 
bridge went down, and Jim 
Simpson, Ed Wilkinson and 
George Kelley fell into the 
water, but scrambled out 
unhurt. The old foot bridge, as 
well as the wagon bridge, is 
gone. 

“The fine wagon road 
bridge across Rogue River at 
Grant's Pass, for which the 
county and the state paid 
$9,000 about four years ago, 
was carried away by the flood. 
The bridge was thirty-five feet, 
or more , above the water at its 
ordinary summer stage and it 
spanned the river at a very 
wide channel. The water could 
not have risen high enough 
there to strike the bridge, but 
must have washed away the 
bank at one end and let the 
structure fall. 

"“W. =H. Shepherd's 
house, at the first crossing of 
Emigrant Creek on the Soda 
Springs Road, was carried 
away by the flood. 

“A jam in Jackson Creek 
caused its waters to overflow 
and seek an outlet through the 
swale into Griffin Creek at the 
Beall ranch a few days ago, 
causing much annoyance and 
difficulty, as it necessitated the 


use of a horse in going from the 
house to the barn at that place. 


“Ashland people may 
consider themselves in 
remarkable luck to have 


escaped as well as they have 
done thus far from high water. 
The high water of 1880 did great 
damage to the gardens and 
meadows in Ashland Creek 
below town, but this time, though 
there was more water no 
damage of consequence has 
been done.” 
Feb. 5, 1890 

“John Real, who had 
been water bound at the Bauer's 
place across Bear Creek, 
mounted a horse and swam the 
stream this morning, but says he 
wouldn’t undertake it again for 
$100,000 or twice that sum. He 
landed some 200 yards further 
down the stream than where he 
expected to, and it was just a 
scratch that he and horse were 
not both drowned. The water had 
fallen so much that he thought 
he could make the trip easily 
enough, but he found new 
channels cut, and the water too 
deep for a horse to reach bottom 
in, all the way across the wide 
river, as Bear Creek is now.” 

Thursday, Feb. 6, 1890 
Bear Creek’s Damages: “The 
damage done by Bear Creek to 
the fine farms through which it 
passes between Ashland and 
Rogue River is coming to light as 
the water goes down. When the 
flood was at its height the 
damage could not be noticed, 
but the cutting was, never the 
less, in progress, and the creek 
still continues to eat away its 
banks, and carry off the soil of 
the rich alluvial bottoms. From 
Casebeers on down, the 
damage is greater than the creek 
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Bear Creek Bridge (at present day Main Street) 


Flood of 1890 


Photos courtesy Souther Oregon Historical Society # 914, 915, 1652. 
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Top Photo: This unique photograph shows Bear Creek at flood stage, and the surrounding 
building structures being undermined. (The view would be looking east toward today’s East 
Main). When the building center front, finally gave way, it took the bridge down. The 
newspaper reported that three men were ‘dumped’ into the fast moving water: “A number 
of men were on the west apron of the wagon road bridge at Medford yesterday morning 
when the bridge went down, and Jim Simpson, Ed Wilkinson and George Kelley fell into the 
water, but scrambled out unhurt. The old foot bridge, as well as the wagon bridge, is gone. 
Ashland Tidings Feb. 4, 1890 Note: (The foot bridge to the left of the top photo). 


Sign on top photo reads: “$5.00 fine for riding or driving faster than a walk on this bridge.” 
Note the footbridge to the left has already gone downstream. Center photo: It seems 
obvious the house (or shed) in top photo has been undermined and carried out into the 
mainstream of the river and through the center of the bridge. 


Bear Creek Bridge (at present day Main Street) 
Flood of 1890 


Passengers riding the cable across Bear Creek 
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has ever done before, because 
so much grubbing and clearing 
has been done within the past 
few years. 
“Joshua Patterson made 
a boat and came across Bear 
Creek to town today. Ed Myer 
crossed on a swimming horse. 
Merriman and_ others 
below Medford, have been 
damaged to the extent of from 
$100 to $500 to $1000 each by 
the washing away of some of 
their choicest patches of bottom 
land. Up the creek near the 
above Ashland, the greater part 
of the damage is from the loss of 
fencing. The Frank Bauers 
place has lost about a thousand 
rails, H. True has lost about a 
mile of fence, and others have 
suffered losses to a greater or 
lesser extent. As reported 
before, all the bridges and foot 
logs went down toward the sea. 
“The water carried in 
upon Medford by the imigating 
canal from Bear Creek, or from 
sources along its course during 
the heavy rains, flooded many 
cellars in town, and a few people 
are apprehensive that the 
foundations of their houses may 
be undermined, but it is not likely 
that there will be any serious 
damages from this source. 
Friday Evening, Feb. 7, 1890 
“On Sunday moming, 
Jackson Creek which had been 
rising rapidly from the heavy 
rains and melting snow, burst 
over its banks and completely 
flooded the lower part of town 
(Jacksonville). Owen Keegan 
and Frank Smith were the first to 
move out, with their families. E. 
Jacobs, Mrs. Hudson, Geo. 
Hayes and Geo. Lewis had to 
soon follow, the volume of water 
having increased by this time as 
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to render it extremely perilous to 
reach them with wagons. The 
rain was falling in torrents, yet 
many men with teams, under 
direction of Street 
Commissioner Eaton, worked 
like heroes to ward off the 
danger that threatened other 
property owners. 

“The most completely 
demolished farm on the river 
(Applegate) is that of George 
Lewis, a place that cost him 
$3,000 and all the farm he has 
left is a two acre place upon 
which were his apple orchard 
and house. The barn and hay 
and all his machinery and 
implements were washed away, 
and his cattle were left on a bar, 
where they hadn't even a leaf to 
eat, for four days, before he 
could get them off. 

“There were four bridges 
spanning the Applegate, one at 
Benedicts, one at Bull's place, 
one at Murphy Creek and one at 
Slate Creek. The Benedict 
bridge is the only one left, and it 
had the approach washed away 
at one end. It can be repaired at 
no great cost, however. 

“The Sterling mines of 
Capt. Ankeny are damaged to 
the extent of several thousand 
dollars....It will take a month to 
repair the ditch, and it may be 
the first of May before mining 
can be resumed. 

“The snow about Sterling 
was about 38 inches deep at its 
deepest before the rains; all 
gone now. 


References: Ashland Tidings 
Jan. 24, 31, Feb. 4, 5, 6, 7, 12, 
1890. Democratic Times Jan. 
23, 1890. Yonder Hills & 
Unforgettable Pioneers by 
Barbara Hegne. 


SSS 


Our own board member, 
Ken Beebe, remembers his 
grandfather, Adelphia Beebe, 
telling him about the horrible 
1890 flood. His grandfather 
said there was about two feet of 
snow in Central Point and 
plenty in the mountains around 
Ashland and Shady Cove. That 
a warm wind came up and 
melted the snow in_ the 
mountains. “Grandfather had a 
four-wheel, box-wagon with two 
horses to pull it. The spring 
seat sat high and he still had to 
raise his feet up out of the 
water. The water covered the 
horse’s necks. 

“Grandfather put the 
sheep in the hay mount and 
turned the cows loose.The 
cows swam across the road 
(from Beebe Road ) to the high 
ground of the Central Point 
Cemetery. The house was ona 
rise and the water came up to 
the floor jam, but it did not flood 
the house. 

“The day before, 
Grandfather saw the mailman 
down by the covered bridge 
near the farm. Grandfather 
walked down to the bridge and 
asked him if he was going to try 
to cross. The mailman was in a 
single horse,single,seat buggy 
and was stopped at the 
entrance of the bridge studying 
the water. Limbs and trees 
would float by, hit the bridge 
and cause it to kick and buck. 
The mail man said the ‘mail’s 
gotta go’, and started across. 
Just as he reached the other 
end a loud crack echoed and 
the bridge went. down. 

“This covered bridge 
was built by Jason Hartman 
and grandfather saw him repair 
and rebuild it several times.” 
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MUSEUM HAPPENINGS 


Spotlight on Volunteers 


Everyone knows this dynamic ‘“get-it-done” 
person. Arlene Hickson Hoffman is a true Eagle Point 
native; born, raised and schooled right here. She has seen 
a lot of changes through the years. Houses and concrete 
fill the vacant lots where the old gang used to play softball. 
“And, she says, “ there are lots more people now.” 

However, it is people like Arlene who help us keep 
the old county charm unique to Eagle Point. She is a giver 
and an A-One volunteer. She is a member of the Eagle 
Point Historical Society, Eagle Point Grange, VFW, Eagle 
Point Community Bible Church, and the Senior Center, all 
of which she gives many volunteer hours. 

In addition, Arlene saves pull tabs on cans and 
sends them to a friend that benefits the dialysis program in 
Portland. 

In her school days, Arlene was a ball player for the 
famous champion Rogue Valley Dairy Maids. They were a 
favorite local team who gained widespread notoriety. 

When Arlene’s mother, Beryl, had mechanical 
trouble with one of the school busses, a handsome fellow 
named Ted Hoffman jumped at the chance to help (he had 
heard Beryl had two fine looking daughters). After he 
finished fixing the bus, he was invited to the Hickson’s 
home for Apple pie....the rest is history. They have been 
married 49 years, two children, one foster son and six 
grandchildren. 

When | visited Arlene at her home, she was busy 
creating candy-bar Christmas packages to give to the 
veterans at the Dom. She's still giving and believes “when 
you are part of something, you do your share.” 

So we say “hats off to Arlene Hoffman. She has 
been a volunteer in the Eagle Point Historical Society & 
Museum since its beginning in 1978. 


Arlene Hickson Hoffman 


Volunteers are always welcome to “give a hand” 
at the Eagle Point Museum. Stop by and see 
what interesting things you might do. 


Donations 

Ron Quadros donated a large frame shadow-box 
that has been turned into a unique cup & saucer display 
case; Gertrude McCorkle, Dazey butter churn & wooden 
butter paddle; Hugh Millard, a McCaskey file system pat. 
Oct. 10, 1899 (found when remodeling present hardware 
store in Eagle Point; Gary Mercer old Medco printing press; 
Melva Smith old Cushman family beaver trap. 


Meetings, Fun and Refreshments Are In Order 

You are invited to attend our monthly meetings 
held the 2nd Monday of each month 7pm, held at the 
museum on North Royal Ave. After each meeting, 
refreshments are served. Come join us in planning the 
historical future of Eagle Point Historical Society & 
Museum. Meet new friends and get acquainted with our 
board members. The public is invited. 


Welcome new members: 

Mitchell Hartung $100 {ifetime member, sponsored 
by Margaret Henry, Maggi Bradshaw, sponsored by 
Margaret Henry; Ron Quadros Mr. Q’s Restaurant, 
business, Don Henshaw $100 lifetime membership; Ed & 
Nora Pariani; Mel Cotton, Lois Huntley. Lifetime $100 
memberships: Don Henshaw & Highway Products. 


Welcome the Youngest Member of the Eagle 
Point Historical Society 
Seth Allan Hegne three days old, born 


Sep. 29, 1997. 
Seth’s great-great-great-great-great-great 
grandmother, Nellie Eleandor Mathews, 


migrated to the Little Butte Creek area in 1853 
Her son, John Mathews, named Eagle Point. His 
great grandmother, Barbara Hegne, is editor of 
the Eagle Point Historical Society newsletter. 
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Seth Allan Hegne 
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AB &B Investments 
Abbott 
Academy Video 
Adamson 
Aderman 
Albem 
Allen George and Melva 
Alvarez Mary Ann 
Anthony 
Antonio's 
Armstrong 
Atherton Phyilis 
Atkins Bill 
Ballard Mary 
Barber Chair 
Barr Dennis 
Barrow Helen 
Bartlett's Omamentel Iron 
Bartliing Andrew & Lynne 
Bean Barbara 
Beck David & Sharon 
Beck Wayne & Shary 
Bedingfield Betty 
Bednar Riki 
Berger Kurt & Gina 
Berryman Maxine 
Bertram Ronald & Betty Jean 
Beta Nu Chapt, ESA 
Bishop Beverly J. 
Bishop Leeda 
Bjelland Celeste 
Black John & Marguerite 
Blaine Ward & Joan 
Blessing Sally R. 
Bloomquist Sam & Joyce 
Bong Jamie 
Boothby Doris 
Borton Kellie 
Bowman Jack & Judy 
Boyd (Hannah) Judith 
Bradshaw Maggi 
Breeding Lloyd & Joan 
Breland Paula 
Brewer Josh 
Brewer Shayna 
Brite Spot 
Brookins Ann 
Brookins Chelsa 
Brophy Jack & Helen 
Brophy John & Patsy 
Brophy Nancy 
Brown Terry 
Brown Virginia 
Brown Wayne 
Buny Mel 
Burger King 
Burke Martin & Lola 
Bums Sarah 
Bush Moris 
Butte Creek Mill 
Cam Bran & Myra 
Cannon Beverly 
Carlson William 
Carlupe Shelly 
Cartwrght Curtis 
Cascade Pharmacy 
Chambeniain Jack 
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Current Membership List 


Chamberlain Rick & Debbie 


Chan Lisa 

Chris 

Ciaccia Nickell Mary 
Clarke Laura 

Clover Dave & Dorothy 
CMI Business System 
Cobun Charles & Rose 
Combs Jakki 

Cook Rodney & Loma 
Copley Michael & Nelda 
Correveau Sally 

Cotton Mel 

Couch Glenda 

Craver Gerry 

Cruze Bill 

Cutler Virginia 

Dawson Ben & Amy 

Del Var Invest 

Deupree Phil & Alice 
Dieh Jasmine 

Dietrick Harry & Margaret 
Dinsmore Wayne & Roberta 
District 9 Senior Citizens 
Dodenhoff Lloyd & Marcia 
Draper Lee Roy & Rose 
Dromgoole Celia 

Duran Alberto 

Durham John 
Dusenberry Jan & Ellen 
Dusenberry Lan & Sami 
Eagle Point Bicycle Shop 
Eagle Point Dev. L.L.C. 
Eagle Point Electric 
Eagle Point Friends of the Libr 
Eagle Point Golf Course 
Eagle Point Grange 
Eagle Point Pharmacy 
Eaton Albert & Kathy 
Eccleston Chuck & Colleen 
Economy Plywood 

Edens Marjorie 

Edwards Eugene & Sharon 
Emery Alberta 

Erickson Rodney 

Evison Danny & Matthew 
Falcy Mae E. 

Family Dentistry 

Farley Dorothy 

Flanagan Dale & Sharon 
Foley Ben 

Foothill Country Store 
Forbes Bob & Elvie 

Force Donald & Vera 
Fraizer Excavation 
Frazier Cody Seth 
FreeStyle Graphic 

Friend Cliff & Enid 
Fuhrman J. 

Fuller Glenn 

Garrison Nina 

Geren Don & Pat 
Gildesgard Lois 

Gill Sue 

Gilman Brittney 

Glass Betty Eccleston 
Gold Hill Historical Society 


Gorden Bemice 
Gorden Milton & Kathy 
Gossett Marylyn 
Graham Harvey 
Graves Vicki 
Greb Ronald C. 
Greene Raleigh 
Groves Russell 
Gunter Charlet 
Gustefson Tabby 
Hanscom Harry 
HanSen LaVar 
Happel Georganna & Larry Piper 
Harish Earl 
Hamish Elmer & Marguerte 
Hamish Roger 
Hartung Mitchell R. 
Hatch Alice 
Havice Monica Anne 
Havice Theda 
Hawes Deanna 
Hecker Margaret 
Hegne Barbara 
Hegne Jason 
Hegne Seth Allan 
Hemmingway's Homes 
Henderson Mildred 
Henry Margaret 
Henshaw Donald 
Henshaw Stan 
Hickson Beryl 
Highway Products 
Higinbotham Dean 
Hodgson Jim 
Hoffman Ted & Arlene 
Holland Joan 
Holmes Bill 
Houck Tony 
Hudspeth Harriet 
Hulse Sarah & Christine 
Huntley Lois 
Huntley William 
Hutchinson Wilber & Barbara 
Hutsell Harold 
Hyland Kenneth 
Inlow Alfred & Swanee 
Jackson James (EZ) 
Jackson Michael 
Jackson Sally 
Jackson Tori 
Jackson Wayne & Louise 
Jamison Jessica 
Janowski John &Caroline 
Jennings Everette 
Jenson Burton 
Jerry's Custom Meat 
Johnson Albert & Eva 
Johnson Kell 
Johnson Terry 
Kaiser Inita 
Keeslar Donna 
Kelley Cody 
Ken's Glass 
Kennedy Fuel 
Ker Andy 
Kimmel Bob & Janet 
King Laura 


Kinnaman Reggis 
Kostal Deborah 

Kuyper Norma 

La Burrita Restaurant 
Lansburgh Harry & Olive 
Lavamore Lynn 

Lawson Sharron 

Lee Julie 

Lee Laree 

Leonardo Gary 

Lewis Stanford 

Liles Melanie 

Litte Butte Market 

LTM Incorporated 

Lusk Herb & Jean 

Luthy John & Pat 

Mac Innis Sonia 

Main Street Styles 
Malanaphy Marcia 
Mallory Devon Lynn 
Marshall Candy 

Martin Louis & Deanna 
Mayfield Richard & Doris 
McDougall Dorothy 
McFall David 

McFall Laura 

McGraw Merle & Jessie 
McKinnon William & Donna 
Meadows Patricia 
Menrifield Lucille 

Meyer Christine 

Mike's Copy Service 
Millard's Hardware Inc. 
Miller Earlene 

Miracle Dan & Marlene 
Modee Leonard 

Moore Jessy 

Mortis Molly 

Mr. O's Restaurant 
Munshaw Joe 

Murphy Reid & Anne 
Myers William 

Mystic Obenchain 
Nelson Suzanne 
Nichols Ken & Winona 
Niemeyer John & Virginia 
Nobel Velma 

Norton's Lumber 
Overstreet Ron & Peggy 
Paniani Max 

Pappys Pizza Snn 
Pariani Ed & Nora 
Pattie’s Fountain & Gnill 
Payne John & Ellen 
Pemberton Beverly 
Pepsi Cola Bottling Co 
Perry Cody 

Pettt Eugene (Don) 
Phillips Billie 

Porter Sue 

Radamacher Leo 
Ragsdale Gladys 
Reddell Becky & Michael 
Redington Emie 
Redington Tina 
Redmond Joan 

Reed Roy & Ina 


Membership Continued 


Reynolds David Wayne 
Reynolds Don & Carol 
Reynolds Kylah 
Rhodes Chelsy 
Richard Wilson Trucking 
Rick's Greatway IGA 
Robertson James 
Robertson Matthew 
Rodgers Marian 
Rodriquez Children 
Rohrbacker Melissa 
Rowden "Buck" 

Rowe Vema 

S. D. Ross Construction, Inc 
Saltmarsh Richard 
Sanderson Robert & Nellie 
Sandstom Cathy 

Savoca Dan 

Scheffel James & Elise 
Schreier Mary 

Scott Janice 

Sellers John 

Sensational Sweets 
Shady Cove Clinic 

Sharpe Tom & Marley 
Sherlock Larry & Nicolina 
Sherman Leon & Edith 
Shipley Donald & Barbara 
Simmons Hazle 

Simmons Onita 

Singler Carla 

Smith Bessie Nelson 
Smith Buelah 

Smith Larry 

Smith Mary 

Smith Melva 

Sneed Janet 

SOHS 

SOS Alarm 

Southem Oregon Sanitation, 
Sparks Leilla 

Spicer William & Alma 
Stanek Katy 

Stanley Gordon 

Stanley John 

Statler Ed 

Streeter Cristal 

Sullivan Gwynn 

Suratt Syivia 

Taco Delite 

Taylor Aubrey & Barbara 
Taylor Chris 

Taylor Dixie 

Taylor Willis 

Terry Dale & Joyce 
Thomas Jack 

Thomson Mert & Erlene 
Thornally Lee 

Train Ralph 

Trust Management Ser. LLC 
Upper Rogue Independent 
Ustal Dillender Bobbie 
Valley Feed 

Vaughn Larry & Caro! 
Vaughn Mindy 

Wachter Donna 

Walch Vera 

Wolgamott Taylor 
Womelsdorf Russell & Doris 
Wright Zella 

Yardley Mildred 

York Michelle 

Young Bill & Virginia 


Walker Bea 

Warner Mickey & Sharon 
Wears Jennifer 

Webb Neli 

Weber Bernie & Dorothy 
Webster Margaret E. 
Weidman Michelle 

West Lester & Lois 
West Wally & Joan 
Western Bank of Eagle Point 
Whitted Barbara 
Wightman Vernon 
Wilkerson Brian & Laun 
Williams Jenny 

Wilson Brieann 

Wilson Eva 

Wilson Lois 

Wilson Rhianna 

Winner Hayme & Ashle 
Wolgamott Helen 
Wolgamott Jayson & Denise 


Baby Membership Challenge 


Gift Shop News 

Shop in our gift center. We have a variety 
of hand-made items: unique “Dream 
Catcher” key chains crafted by member 
Nina Garrison. Beautiful miniature bird 
houses and more. We also have a few old 
fruit jars, milk bottles and jelly jars. 

Our regular items include: local history 
books, photo magnets, tee-shirts, caps, 
address books, and museum cups. 

If you would like to place an item on 
consignment in our gift shop, call 826-9725. 


Sign up your new child, 
grand child, or great grand child to 
a membership in the Eagle Point 
Historical Society. The youngest 
member is Seth Hegne born Sept 29, 
1997. We will post a record of our 
young members with their picture in 
the museum. 

Start your family tree early, 
age 0 to 13 years, is $5.00 per year. 


Visitors 


The Eagle Point Historical Society played hostess to the Southern Oregon 
Chapter National Railway Historical Society. The group enjoyed the displays and the 
railroad section. Pictured below are: Darrel Manley, David Mihevc, Don Pettit, 
Steve, Lisa & Jeffrey Rockwell, Ken Turner, Bruce & Kimberly Payne, Floyd & 
Aileen Burg, William Oden, Rick Auber, James Dougall, Anthony Johnson, Bruce & 


Single $7.50 
Husband & Wife $12.50 
Business $10 
Lifetime $100 


We are located in the Historic 
District of Eagle Point, Oregon, 
between the Old Antelope 
Covered Bridge and the Butte 


Creek Mill on North Royal. 
ADMISSION FREE 


Eagle Point Historical Society 
P. O. Box 201 
Eagle Point, Oregon 97524 


Fall Schedule: 
Tues. Wed. Thurs & Fri. 12 


Noon to 4pm 
Saturday 10 AM to 4pm 
Closed Sunday & Monday 
We will gladly open other 
hours with sufficient notice. 
Call Barbara 826-9725 or A : 
Museum 826-4166 Join Our Family 
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